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court, the rain rustles in the tree ; we drop the
book which we hold, and wonder what manner
of things we indeed are, and what we shall be.
Perhaps one of our companions Is struck down,
and goes without a word or sign on his last
journey ; or some heavy calamity, some loss, some
bereavement hangs over our lives, and we enter
into the shadow ; or some inexplicable or hopeless
suffering involves one whom we love, from which
the only deliverance is death; and we realise that
there is no explanation, no consolation possible.
In such moments we tend to think that the world
is a very terrible place, and that we pay a heavy
price for our share in it. How unsubstantial then
appear our hopes and dreams, our little ambitions,
our paltry joys 1 In such a mood we feel that the
most definite creed illumines, as it were, but a
tiny streak of the shadowy orb ; and we are visited,
too, by the fear that the more definite the creed^
the more certain it is that it is only a desperate
human attempt to state a mystery which cannot
be stated, in a world where all is dark.
In such a despairing mood, we can but resign
ourselves to the awful Will of God, who sets us
here, wfe know not why, arid hurries us hence, we
know not whither. Yet the very sternness and